WATER      UNDER      THE      BRIDGES
kitchen and a lavatory for guests on the ground floor. All the recep-
tion-rooms were on that floor, and until I went to Berlin any guests
who wished to go to the lavatory had to go upstairs, where a servant
used to remain on dun* to show them the way. But mv flat in the rue
de TUniversite was a real gem which it was a sheer undiluted pleasure
to live in. I also had a first-class woman-cook, Anna, who afterwards
came out to Belgrade even* year for six months during the winter
season when I used to entertain. It was an expensive proposition, as
she insisted on bringing her own French kitchenmaid with her, but
it was well worth it.
Even if I did practically no work I got a great deal out of life during
the year and a half that I remained in Paris. Nor politically was there
anything very exciting going on in the world just at that time. Poin-
care was Prime Minister and stabilized the French franc at about n6s.
to the £ sterling, the figure at which it remained till 1940. I remember,
too, attending the much-advertised signature of the Kellogg Pact out- .
Jawing war. What a mockery! I can well recall thinking at the time
how utterly dishonest and unfair it was to delude the British public
by eyewash of that kind. This is the earth and not Paradise, as Lord
Tyrrell once said to me, and though we can avoid wars ourselves—
perhaps—by remaining strong, we are never going to prevent other
nations from fighting when the rnood takes them. Moreover, Strese-
mann, who signed the Pact for Germany, was just as busy as everyone
else in that country at that time, doing all he could in secret to prepare
her for the next war.
There was one incident during that year which I recall with much
pleasure. American Independence Day is celebrated each fourth of
July with much ceremony in Paris at a banquet given by the American
Chamber of Commerce to their French Allies. The Stars and Stripes
and the Tricolour are triumphantly toasted in patriotic speeches,
whilst, metaphorically speaking, the Union Jack droops at half-mast.
Lord Derby attended one of these functions at the end of the last war
as a tribute to the United States for their share in winning it, but no
other British representative had done so. Nor is that surprising, for
the position of the British representative at such a feast is of a somewhat
invidious nature. A great friend of mine, Norman Armour, now
American Ambassador in the Argentine, happened, however, to be in
charge of the American Embassy whilst I was in Paris. Americans.
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